THE TRAIN
again. The officers looked down at them from their
upper berths, sending clouds of strong tobacco smoke to
the ceiling, and Julia Dmitriyevna found it very pleasant
Nevertheless, she was glad when a young Heutenant-
colonel came in and took them both away for a game
of Preference and she was left alone with Suprugov.
He showed some confusion, complained of stuffiness
and opened the door into the corridor. "How noble he
is/' thought Julia Dmitriyevna. "He's afraid of com-
promising me."
"We're running on time?55 she asked to fill up an
awkward silence.
"Yes," he replied. "We shall be in V. at six to-
morrow morning," He glanced at his watch. "We still
have eighteen hours to go."
"Another eighteen hours of suspense," she thought.
She wished the train would be late, wanted it to go on
running for a long, long time so that she could be the
longer with him and her hopes.
"Shall we have something to eat?" Suprugov sug-
gested.
She agreed, although she was not in the least hungry,
Again he got out the box of provisions and again politely
and expertly prepared sandwiches for her. She ate
languidly, thinking: we'll go on eating and eating, and
then our companions will return, then it'll be night, we'll
arrive home, and everything will be at an end.
"Shall we sleep for a little?" Suprugov said when they
had finished eating. "There's no better time to rest than
on a journey, isn't that right?"
He lay down and quickly fell asleep, or else pretended
to sleep, while she sat there saying farewell to her hopes*
How ugly her red hands were with their yellow nails*
Down had seeped out from the pillow, it was all over her
skirt. The humdrum daily round of an old maid's life,
not needed by anybody. ,,, Probably those officers had
been laughing up their sleeve as they watched Suprugov
taking care of her. Oh, what a fool, it served her right...
Some people glanced in at the open door. She was
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